The Tmgedie of Hamlet 

Will not perufe the foiles, fo that with eafe 

A Sword 3 l “ le< J uffling »y GU may choofe * 

A Sword vnbated^and in a pace of praftif. 

Requite him for your father. 

Laer. Twill doo’c, /CL 

And for the purpofe, He annoint my Sword 

I bought an Vndtionofa Mountebanke * 

So mortali, that but dip a Knife in it, 

Si e T^/ aWeS , b !- 0ud> no Ca »plaime fo rare 
Colle&ed from all fimplcs that haue vertue 

Vnder theMoone.can faue the thing from death 
i hat is but feratcht with all lie touch my point 

Weigh what conut lance both of time and meancs 
May fit vs to our fhape if this fliould fade, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance 

Ir r fJl ettCr n u C affayd ' 1 herefore ‘•bis proiea, * 

Should haue a backe or fetond that might hold 

If this did blafl in proole; foft let me fee, 

Wee’ie make a folemne wager on your cunninpv 

lhau t, when in your motion you are hot and dric 

As make your bouts more violent to that end * K 

And that he cals for dnnke, He hauepreferd him 
A Challice for the once, whereon but lipping. 

It he by chanceefcapc your venom’d ftuck 
Our purpofe may hold there; but flay, what noife l 

n _ Enter Queene. 

One woe doth tread vpon anochers heele. 

So fait they follow; your fillers drownd Laertes. 
X<jfr.DrowndjO where? 

T^n, TberC L Sa f illow g r °wes afeaunt theBrook. 

That fliowes his hoarie leaues in the glaflie ftreame 
There with fantaftick garlands did flae make 
OfCrow.flowres Nettles, Daflcs, and long Purples, 
Thatliberall Shepherds g.ue agroffernamef ? 

<M^l^dimdsdo4e«d mcns % ers cal them. 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds, 

Clam- 


?W»!^^m?rf5iiggggas; 


Prince of Denmarke. 


bd0M> 


/«1 „v.rW to bane, an enuious fluer broke 

downe her weedy trophies and her felfe, 

Si*" fhe weeping Brooke, her clothes fpred wide, 

» C a vlprmaid-like a while they bore her vp, 

VVhkh time fhe chanted batches of old lauds. 

As one incapable of her owne d.ftreffe. 

Or like a creature natiue and indewed 

Vnto that element, but long it could not be * 

Till that her garments hcauy with their drink, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. 

Z,4«r.AUff e then is (be drown d. 

Ouee. Drown’d, drown’d, 

Lir Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelta, 

And therefore I forbid my wares ; but yet 
It is our uick, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adiew nay Lor , 

Ihaue a fpecch a fire that fame woold blaie. 

But that this folly drownes it 
King. Let’s follow Gertrard, 

H. w much I had to do to calme his rage, 

Now feare I this will giuc it ftarc againe. ■ 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt* 

Enter two Glomes. , 

Clown. Is fhe to be buried in Chriftian burial, when fhe wilfully 

(Veks her ownc faluatiori t . « 

Othe.UsW thee fhe is , therefore make her graue ftraight, the 
Cvowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chrift ian buna 1 . 

C7<w.How can that be,vnleffe fhe drown’d her leife in her own 

defence. 

Offc.Whytis found fo. - , .. , 

Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be clfe, for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an a&, and an act 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to do, to performe, or all ;ihe 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

Otfc.Nay,but here you good man deluer. 

Clew . Giuc me Icaue, here lies the water, good,herc ftands the 

L 3 man. 
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